36   MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

"You are mistaken in that, Lucien. Father
did not know he was going to die."

Monsieur Bergeret did not speak for a moment,
then he said:

" It is strange. I can see him now, in memory,
not worn out and white with age, but still young as
he was when I was quite a little child. I can see his
slight, supple figure and his long black wind-tossed
hair. Such mops of hair, that seemed as though
whipped up by a gust of wind, crowned many of
the enthusiastic heads of the men of 1830 and '48.
I know it was only a trick of the brush that
arranged their hair like that, but it made them
look as though they lived upon the heights and
in the storm. Their thoughts were loftier and
more generous than ours. Our father believed in
the advent of social justice and universal peace.
He announced the triumph of the Republic and
the harmonious formation of the United States of
Europe. He would be cruelly disappointed were
he to come back among us."

He was still speaking although Mademoiselle
Bergeret was no longer in the study. He followed
her into the empty drawing-room* There they
both recalled the arm-chairs and sofa of green
velvet, which as children, in their games, they used
to turn into walls and citadels.

" Oh, the taking of Damietta 1" cried Monsieur